PRESIDENT   MASARYK   TELLS   HIS   STORY
experiences in Prague. It was to be a piece of auto-
biography, a Dicktung und Wahrhelt^ but I didn't
manage to do it properly; I gave it up and burnt
what I had written. I realized that I have not the
artistic skill, and I did not want to preach a pro-
fessorial sermon. My life has been full, packed with
events; I forget the details now, and the exact
chronological sequence. I have method even in my
way of forgetting; everything that is finished with
I throw out of my head, so as to have it free and
tidy, just as one clears out a writing desk. And to
be quite honest, I cannot tell everything, not only
out of consideration for others. I doubt whether
one has words adequate to express the innermost
things. Anyone who understands how to read will
find me between the lines of my books.